JAMESON-2004_final 28 by unknown
27 CHAPTER 6 
 
MY FATHERS TOBACCO JAR. VISITING THE NEIGHBOURS. I GO TO THE 
FAIR. OTHER DANCES.  THE HOOT OWL. 
 
 During the summer, Mr. Hendricks had brought his wife to visit us many times. 
They always rode horseback on these occasions and brought their dog along. One day the 
dog did something that annoyed his master, and Mr. Hendricks caught the dog by the 
hind legs and hit his head against the log wall. We thought that was the most cruel thing 
we had ever seen and never liked him after that. I used to wonder if he ever beat his wife 
as he had an awful temper and was so big and strong. His wife never had anything to say 
when he was around. One day she pointed to my father’s tobacco caddy, it was a very 
fancy one, made of mahogany and trimmed with bands of ivory and silver. We took it off 
the shelf and handed it to her, never taking out the tobacco for we did not think plug 
tobacco would interest her. She looked it over and remarked what a nice one it was and 
handed it back to me. As the lid was still on I never looked in. Later, she persuaded my 
sister to go home with her and stay all night as her husband was going away and would 
not be back until the next afternoon. We all waved goodbye and went back into the 
house. 
 After awhile my father reached for his tobacco caddy to have a smoke. Such a 
look came over his face that I asked what was the matter. He handed me the caddy and to 
my surprise it was empty. The three plugs he had in it were gone. I immediately told him 
how Mrs. Hendricks had admired it and had told me that her grandfather had one like it. I 
thought that was not true, as we had never seen one quite like it. My father had bought it 
as a young man when he had been on a voyage to Russia, a good many years before. Tom 
had a great laugh when he came in and said he knew that Mrs. Hendricks chewed 
tobacco. My sister confirmed that fact when she came home. She told us of a cruel 
incident that happened while at Hendricks. The day she came home, Mr. Hendricks was 
back that morning and went to the barn to milk the cow. She had kicked him and he lost 
half the milk, he landed near the horses, that promptly kicked him, and this landed him 
out of the barn door on to the manure pile. He called for Pet, his wife, to come for the 
milk. He then grabbed a neck yoke and beat the horses, and then he went to the house for 
his gun and shot the cow, cut her throat and dressed the meat after skinning her. My sister 
told us that Mrs.Henricks chilled the liver and they had it for dinner; as it was  cold 
weather the rest would keep. My sister and I looked upon him as a barbarian after that. 
 The snow came on November 5. that year and I well remember the day as Tom 
and I had driven to Lacombe to buy a heater for our living room and to bring home a 
barrel of apples we had sent to Ontario for. They were winter apples and we were notified 
by the 
